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Chapter One 


All the beatings. All the screams. All the hatred. All the anger. Mike never would've expected it. How could the 
"sweetest" person have treated him so poorly? How could the man he thought "loves" him hurt him to the 
point he felt like the smallest man on earth? 


All the sleepless nights. All the worries. All the confusion All the tears. How could the man he gave his vows 
to just beat him to the ground, and leave him in a mess of blood and tears? How could he make him feel so 


low, and then suddenly make him feel like he was actually sorry for what he did? 


Mike didn't understand. He didn't know if he'd ever understand. It was as if his husband had two different 
personalities. In front of people, he was so kind and generous. Yet, at home, he was so different. He was angry, 


irritated, and maybe even dangerous. 


Once he became angry about something, Mike didn't ever think he would hear the end of it. The screams and 
beatings came to play then. 


And here Mike was; sitting in the corner of the room, silently praying to God that his husband wouldn't hit him 


again. He didn't know if he could take much more. 


Every inch of his body was sore. He was bruised and swollen His lip was busted, and he even had a few cuts. 
But yet, his heart was what hurt the worse. Only because of the words that was slipping out of his husband's 
mouth. 


‘I'm so tired of youl" His husband screamed. "You're pathetic. | don't know why | even ever married you!" 


Mike almost felt numb just from those words. All he ever wanted was to be loved, to be cared out, and he 


thought his husband could give him that. But he didn't. 
"Get on the bed" He demanded. Mike swallowed hard. 


"Please, Eddie, no. Please not again" Mike begged. Tears began to slide down his cheeks, and sobs escaped his 


mouth. 


Eddie ignored his pleads. He picked Mike up out of the corner, and slammed him down in the bed. Mike bit his 
lip, trying to hard not to sob, and trying so hard not to fight back, because he knew what that would lead to. 


A beating. 


Eddie was quick to get Mike rid of his jeans and boxers, and then his own. He didn't bother to put a condom on, 
but at least he did use lube, which Mike was thankful for. He knew Eddie was rough sometimes. 


Mike gasped as his husband slammed into him. He grabbed Mike's legs and wrapped them around his waist. 
Digging his nails into the mattress, Mike stared up at the ceiling. 


How long will this last? How much longer can | put up with him using me like this? Like l'm just a waste. 
"Say my name, baby." Eddie whispered in his ear. Mike closed his eyes. 


"Eddie. E-Eddie." Mike whimpered. His husband began to move his hips harder, faster, and faster until Mike 


could feel him releasing inside him. 


Eddie's body collapsed on Mike's, but just for a moment, before he gave Mike a quick kiss, and pulled himself 
off the bed. 


"l'm going to go out. Get a few drinks and stuff" Eddie told Mike. 


He began to get dressed back into his clothes. Mike just laid on the bed, his skin crawling with disgust. He felt 


so violated. 


Eddie left, not bothering to close the bedroom door shut. Mike cupped his mouth, and began to quietly sob. He 


felt as if he was trapped in a cage and there was no way to get out. 


No way to get out. 


* * * 


The bath was full of warm water and bubbles. Mike sat in the bath, letting the warm water wash away the 
disgusted feeling he had on his skin. His back was leaned against the tub, while his head was tossed back. 


He began to wonder what love really felt like. To never get hurt, to never feel insecure, to be held, to be 


kissed, and to be made loved to. He missed that with Eddie, but he knew he'd never get it back. 


Mike took his time with his bath, being sure to cleanse his body. Then, he got out of the bath, dried his body, 


and dressed himself in his most warm and comfort pajamas. 


He didn't bother to wait up for Eddie. He crawled into bed, and pulled the covers over his small body. He 
ignored the thoughts of the events that took place on the bed just a few hours ago. 


His eyes began to slowly droop, and droop, until Mike had fallen asleep. Only to be awaken by a drunk Eddie a 


few hours later. 


Chapter Two 


Days had passed now since that night. Of course, Eddie had made fresh bruises on Mike, but they were slowly 


fading away, and being replaced by new ones. 
It was another one of those rainy days, but that's how it seemed to always be in Seattle. Mike didn't mind the 


rain. He thought the sound was soothing, and sometimes, he would stay awake late into the night just to listen 


to the sound of the rain 


It was getting late into the afternoon by now, and Mike was just flipping through the television channels, and 
nothing looked interesting to him, so he turned the television off. 


Eddie was just upstairs, playing around on his guitar, and now that the television was off, Mike could hear him 
play. Mike couldn't deny the fact that Eddie played the guitar beautifully. All his life, Mike had wanted to play 


guitar, but there was never anyone to show him. 


"What're you playing?" Mike asked softly, now standing at the doorway of the bedroom the two shared. Eddie 
stopped playing, and looked up at Mike. 


"Nothing in particular. Come here." Eddie told him. He sat his guitar down on the floor next to him, and pulled 
Mike down on his lap, placing a big kiss on his cheek. 


It was times like this that Mike enjoyed. Where Eddie wasn't screaming or hitting him, but showing him love 
and affection And it was very rare he did that. 


"Do you want something?" Eddie asked. Mike bit his lip. 


For the past few days, he had been thinking of something. But he could never find the right time to ask. But 


since Eddie seemed to be in such good spirits, he decided now was the best time. 


‘| was thinking that maybe.. | could get a job. J-just something to do, you know. And, uh, I-I'll give you as much 
of the money | make as you like. l.. just really want a job." Mike said quietly. Eddie raised his eyebrow. 


"You want a job? | mean, workings not as fun as you think" 

Mike bit his lip. "I think it would be fun" 

Truth to be told, Mike really only wanted to get away from Eddie for a while. He knew that if he was working 
most of the time, then that would mean less beatings, and hopefully, just hopefully, the two could make this 


marriage really work 


Eddie chuckled. "Well, okay. | guess if you want a job, then you can get one. But, let's make one thing clear, 


alright? Never.. and | really mean never, Mike, flirt with someone. Because, | think we both know what would 


happen." 
"You don't have to worry about that, Eddie. You know you're the only man | will ever love." Mike assured him. 
Eddie smiled. "Good, because you're mine forever, Mike. You're never going to leave me" 


Mike shivered a bit at his words. Yes, it frightened him, but he only gave his husband a smile, and pecked him 
on the lips. 


* 
"| got you a few job applications." Eddie said, holding three to five applications in front of Mike's face. 


He took them, and quickly took a glance at all of them. But one caught his eye in particular. A music store. And 
it was the one that had just opened up a few months ago. 


"How about here?" Mike asked, holding the applications up. Eddie looked at it, and shrugged his shoulders. 


"Whatever you want. Just remember what | told you." Eddie said, saying the last part quietly. Mike looked at 


him a moment before clearing his throat. 
"Do you have a pen?" He asked. Eddie handed him a pen from the coffee table. 


Once the application was filled out, Mike was begging Eddie to let him go turn it in. Eddie surprisingly gave in, 
allowing Mike to get dressed and take the application in. 


There were a small chill in the air. The Seattle skies were grey, and the streets and sidewalks were wet. The 


streets were almost empty, other than a few cars and a few people rushing to be somewhere. 


Finally, Mike had found the place he was looking for. He opened the door, letting a lady with a kid out before 
stepping inside himself. He looked around, seeing the place wasn't too busy, and there was albums and 


instruments everywhere. 


This was the first time he had been inside there. Eddie didn't allow Mike to go many places. Only usually to 
visit his family. 


"Can | help you?" A voice asked. Mike turned around, and he was lost for words by what he saw. 
A man stood in front of him now, and he was so so gorgeous. His long hair hung down around his shoulders, 


his eyes were an olive green, and his features were just.. so gorgeous. The smile on his face seemed to make 


Mike feel butterflies in his tummy. 


"|. uh." Mike trailed off. His cheeks were red as blood. He handed the man his application. 
He looked down, now looking at the application before him. He took it out of Mike's hand, and scanned over it. 


"So, you're looking for a job here? Have you been here before? It's just.. I've never seen you." The man 


explained. 

Mike bit his lip. "Actually, no." 

He smiled. "Well, that's alright. Well, you're hired" 

"A-already? | mean, don't you need to interview me or something?" 

He shook his head. "Nah. My name is Stone, by the way. It's nice to meet you, Mike.” 

"H-how did you know my name?" Mike asked. Stone chuckled 

"Well, you did write it on here." Stone said, waving the application in front of Mike's face. Mike laughed a litte. 
‘Oh, yeah. OF course." 


Stone smiled. "Well, you can start tomorrow. Your job will be to open boxes and stack stuff on shelves, if you 
don't mind." 


"I don't mind." Mike said, smiling. He was just so happy to get out of the house for a while. 


"| would tell you to stay a while so | could just look at your pretty face, but there's not much work to do 
today." Stone said. It took Mike a second to process what he just said. 


"Well, l'm, uh, I'm-" 
"Come back tomorrow. The place opens at eight. See you then?" 


Mike nodded. "Yeah, I'll see you then" 


Stone nodded his head before he gave Mike a small wink and went on his way to help a costumer. Mike's 


cheeks were once again red as blood. He wasn't so used to be called "pretty". 


Mike decided to leave, and head by home to Eddie. He just really hoped that beautiful man, by the name of 
Stone, wouldn't be on his mind all night. 


Chapter Three 


It was the following day when Eddie was beginning to have second thoughts about letting Mike go to work. He 
was once again giving Mike a speech about not flirting or getting close to anyone. However, Mike let his words 
go in one ear, and out the other. 

"Yeah, yeah, | understand. | have to leave now or l'm going to be late." Mike rushed. Eddie sighed. 


“Alright. Just keep in mind what | said. Have a good day, baby." 


Mike smiled, and gave his husband a quick kiss on the cheek. After grabbing his jacket, he was off into the 
busy streets of Seattle. 


However, the store wasn't as busy as Mike suspected. He was quick to find that beautiful, familiar face of 
Stone's. His olive green eyes seem to sparkle as his eyes turned to Mike, and he motioned for him to come 


closer. 


"Is good to see you again" Stone told him. He held a smile on his face, and all Mike could do was smile back at 
him. 


"Well, | have to give you an interview, since it's, you know, mandatory." Stone informed. 
“Alright.” Mike agreed. 


Stone took Mike back into his office and shut the door. There was a desk, two chairs, and a bunch of band 


posters on the wall. It was a rather small room. 

"Well, have a seat." Stone said, motioning to the chairs in front of his desk Mike took a seat. 
"So, how old are you?" Stone began. 

"Twenty-five." 

"Do you have kids?" 

"No" 

"Are you on ary type of drug? 

"OF course not." 


"What kind of food do you like?" 


"What kind of question is that?" 

Stone looked up from his clipboard. "Just answer the question" 
Mike shrugged. "I'll eat about anything, really." 

"What's your birth date?" 

"April Sth." 

"Do you prefer working day time, or nighttime?" 

"Anytime you need me." 

"And what's your orientation?" 

"My orientation?" 

Stone nodded his head. "Yeah, you know, your sexuality." 

‘I'm gay. Why?" 

Stone shook his head. "Oh, no reason. But | just have one more question” 
"What's that?" 


"How would you like to go on a date with me Saturday night at seven?" Stone asked, that same big smile 


crossing over his face. Mike almost choked on air. 


"W-well.. l-Im married” Mike said quietly. The smile disappeared from Stone's face, and his expression turned 


to hurt. 
"Oh. OF course. | should've known someone would've already caught you up by now." 
Stone ran his fingers through his long hair. "This is embarrassing." 


He mumbled. But it was loud enough for Mike to hear. Mike would've done anything to say yes to him, but he 
couldn't hurt Eddie. He had made vows to him, and he planned on keeping them. 


"Well, | guess you can get to work Just head to the back and start opening up the boxes, and whatever needs 
stacked on the shelves, you can stack them up." Stone told him. Mike nodded his head, and stood from his seat. 


"Where exactly is the back?" Mike asked quietly. Stone laughed, and stood up as well 

"Come on, I'll show you." 

* eK 

"He's married." Stone sighed, flopping down on the couch. 

"Who?" His roommate, Jeff, asked. Stone shook his head. 

"The guy | was talking to you about yesterday. He's already fucking married" 

Jeff frowned. "Oh. I'm sorry, man. Don't worry, there's plenty of other guys." 

"But not like him. He's just so.. so.. Ugh, | can't even explain. He's just adorable, shy, sweet, cute, ca-" 
"| get it," Jeff said, laughing. "You just meet him yesterday and you're already lovestruck." 

Stone shrugged. "That doesn't matter. He's already married, and now, | have zero chance with him." 
"Well, hey, at least he doesn't know you like him, right?" 

Stone bit his lip. "Well. | kinda asked him out on a date...” 

"You what?!" 

‘It was before | knew he was married. But yeah, he knows | like him." 

Jeff laughed. "Didn't you notice a ring on his finger?" 

‘| never really payed attention" 

"Aw, this is so cute. My best friend has a crush on a married man" Jeff teased. 

‘Its not funny, Jeff. I'm heartbroken" 

"Sure you are. But hey, just think, you don't know how his marriage is." 

"What do you mean?" Stone asked. 

"| mean, you don't know if he's happy with his husband. He could secretly like you, but he's too scared to say 


anything. Hey, remember when you were with that Eddie guy or whatever, and he abused you? Maybe Mike is 
getting abused." 


"Don't bring that up. That was the worst year of my life," Stone sighed. "And how could anyone even think 
about hurting him? He's too fragile." 


Jeff shrugged. "You never know. Does he ever have bruises on him?" 
Stone bit his lip. “I'm not sure. He always wears a jacket to cover his arms. | never see any on his face." 
"Unless he covers them with makeup. Like you did" Jeff mumbled the last part. 


Stone sighed. "I don't know. | just know that its going to take me a while to get over this guy. I'm telling you, 
Jeff, it was like.. love at first sight" 


Jeff chuckled. “Alright, Stone. Alright. Anyway, I'm gonna shower, and you look like you need some sleep, just 
try not to dream of him tonight" 


"Yeah, yeah. I'll try." Stone sighed. Jeff laughed, and was off to take his shower. 


Chapter Four 


"Haven't you got paid yet? I'm running out of money, Mike." Eddie sighed in frustration. Mike bit his lip. 

"| just got my paycheck last week, Eddie. You took all the money. What happened to it?" Mike asked quietly. 
| had to pay bills, Mike." 

"You were out drinking every night, Eddie. That's what happened to it." 


"So what, Mike? Unlike you, | like to go out and have fun every once in a while. 'm sure you stashed some of 


the money in your pocket. What did you do with if?" 

"You never let me leave the house, Eddie. Unless going to work What could | have spent it on?" 

"You know what I'll do, Mike. | need money. | need to go out tonight! 

Mike turned his head, looking down at the floor. "You won't" 

"We both know | would, Mike. It's happened before when we needed money, hasn't it?" 

"| don't like doing it,” Mike said, shaking his head. He stood up from his seat on the couch. “They hurt me” 


Of course, Eddie had sold Mike off to his friends before for cash. Some times were worse than others. But the 
worst was the feeling after it. The feeling of disgust and shame. 


"Don't go out then, Eddie. You can stay here with me," Mike said quietly. He reached out, and grabbed his 


husband's hand. "We can hold each other, and fall asleep in each other arms. Like we used to." 


Eddie looked down at their hands that Mike had intertwined. He pulled his hand away from Mike's. Mike's heart 


sank in his chest. 
I'm gonna go out for a while. | won't stay out too late." Eddie told him. 


"Where are you going?" Mike asked quietly. "Please, Eddie, stay here with me tonight. | get so lonely without 


you here. | want you to hold me in your arms." 
| won't stay out late. | promise." Eddie assured him. 


Mike bit his lip, and looked down at his feet. "Are you seeing someone else, Eddie? Its just.. you leave, you stay 
out so late in the night, and |-" 


Mike was shocked by the sudden impact of Eddie's fist colliding with his cheek. Mike lost his balance, and hit 
the floor with a thud. His eyes drifted up at Eddie, already tearing up. 


"Don't ever accuse me of that." Eddie told him. He grabbed his jacket off the couch, and headed out, shutting 
the door behind him. 


Mike was alone. That's how he seemed to ever be anymore. Alone, and sad. So desperate for someone to be 


with him. Holding to his cheek, Mike began to sob. 


Letting out all the hurt, all the anger. He sobbed and sobbed. And once again those wicked thoughts began to 


spin around in his head. 

Does he even love me? Is he seeing someone else? Do | even belong here anymore? Will | ever get out of this? 
He didn't want to be alone. Even if Eddie did hurt him, he wanted him to come back, and hold him in his strong 
arms, telling him he was sorry, that it would never happen again. But he didn't. And Mike began to wonder if 


Eddie would ever be sorry. 


* eK 


Mike awoke to the sound of the front door slamming shut. He blinked, and it took him a second to realize he 


fell asleep on the floor where Eddie had left him. 

Ever so slowly, he pulled himself up into a sitting position. He could hear footsteps coming toward his direction, 
which belonged to Eddie, and another man who stood by his side. Both now stood before him, looking down at 
him with sloppy eyes. 


Mike looked back and forth between the two of them. Wondering what the in hell was going on. Eddie held his 
bottle up to his mouth, and took a big chug. 


"That's him." Eddie whispered to the man. But Mike could hear him. 
"What's going on?" Mike asked. 
"This is my friend at the club. He agreed to give me eighty for a fuck." 


Mike looked up at the man. He had never seen in before in his life. His heart sank deep into his chest at the 
fact that Eddie had sold him off again. 


"No," Mike said, "I'm not having sex with him." 


"You kinda have to. He already paid me." Eddie informed. Mike shook his head. He couldn't believe it. 


"Really, Eddie? Is this your way of showing me how much you love me?" Mike asked. His eyes once again began 
to swell with tears. 


He was scared. He knew people like that could be dangerous. The man even looked scary. And that sick, awful 


feeling of disgust was falling over him. 
"Whatever," Mike mumbled. He closed his eyes, not allowing himself to cry anymore, "Do it. Get it over with." 


The man didn't have any second thoughts. He dropped down to his knees, and let his body fall on top of Mike's. 
Mike watched as Eddie walked back out of the front door. 


And as he watched his husband leave, his heart broke that much more. 


* eK 


Mike was tired. So tired, he didn't know how much longer he could keep his eyes open. He picked up the box 
opener, and began to dig into another box. 


"Rough night?" Stone asked. Mike looked up. 


He stood from at the doorway. That gorgeous smile hung on his face, almost as usual, and his eyes once again 
held that same sparkle in them. 


"Guess you could say that." Mike sighed, getting back to his work. Stone stepped closer to him, and sat down 
beside him. 


"Something wrong?" Stone asked. 


Mike bit his lip. He so desperately wanted to tell him. But he knew he couldn't. He was scared, and he knew it 
was best to keep his mouth shut. 


"Nothing. Just.. a sleepless night, you know. Insomnia and shit like that." 
"Oh, l'm sorry about that." Stone said. 
"No, it's fine. H's not your fault" Mike said. His voice was low and quiet, just as usual. 


"What happened to your cheek?" Stone asked, his eyes holding concern Mike's eyes went wide. He had 
completely forgotten to cover up the bruise Eddie left on him last night. 


‘|... | fell down the stairs this morning. Hit my cheek on the stairs | suppose." Mike lied Stone's hand went up to 
his cheek, his thumb softly caressing over the bruise. 


"Looks pretty nasty. Must've been a hard fall, huh?" 


"Yeah." Mike whispered. His eyes met Stone's, and once they did, he couldn't take them off. His eyes held so 


much concern that Mike hadn't seen in a person for such a long time. 


His thumb was still gently rubbing over the bruise. Mike enjoyed it. He felt as if Stone's touch had some sort 


of healing powers. 


"| guess your husband took care of you, didn't he?" Stone asked, snapping Mike out of his daze. Mike slowly 


pulled away from his touch. 

"Uh, y-yeah. Yeah, he did" 

Stone softly nodded his head. "Good. So, uh.. you want some help with these boxes?" 
Mike shook his head. "I'll be alright" 

"Well, I'm going to help you anyway. That's what friends are for, right?" 

Mike smiled. "Yeah, | guess it is." 


Stone picked up a box opener, and the two got to work. 


Chapter Five 


His lips were so plumb and full. They looked so soft, yet rough, in a sort of way. His lips looked so kissable, so 


addictive. 

Mike noticed he was watching them as Stone told him a long story about something his friend did while being 
intoxicated, and almost thrown in jail. Mike was only paying half attention to the story. He loved the way Stone 
would laugh and smile, and have to take little breaks to get his laugh out. 


It made Mike smile. Stone could be so adorable, and Mike really enjoyed times like this with Stone. It had been 


so long since Mike had shared a laugh with someone. 

".. So, uh, yeah. Jeff almost went to jail that night." Stone finished, still chuckling a bit. Mike chuckled as well. 
It was a late shift Mike was pulling. The store had been closed for hours, yet no work was being done. The 
boys found themselves caught up in a conversation, but neither bothered to say anything. They just enjoyed 


each other's company. 


"So, me and my friends are going out later. | was wondering if you'd want to join. | mean, not as a date or 


anything. Just so you can maybe make some new friends, you know." 


Mike bit his lip, and looked down at his lap. He would've loved to say yes, but he knew Eddie would never allow 
it. So, he denied the offer. 


"| can't. I'm sorry." 
"Why can't you? If you're busy, we can go out a night you're free." 
Mike shook his head. "I really can't, Stone." 


"Why?" Stone asked. Mike tried to quickly come up with a good excuse in his head, but nothing came to mind. 
So he was stuck with telling the truth. 


"M-my husband doesn't really.. like for me to go out" Mike said quietly. 


"What? He can't keep you from hanging out with friends." Stone said, sounding as if it were the most ridiculous 


thing he had heard. 
“Sorry.” Mike said quietly. He was beginning to feel uncomfortable about the conversation 


"So, he basically holds you hostage, other than work, right?" 


Mike sighed, and began to twiddle with his thumbs. "He's just.. afraid of losing me." 
"Well, | wouldn't be surprised, but still he can't just do that, Mike. Is.. Is something going on?" Stone asked. 


Mike looked up at him. Those beautiful green eyes were once again holding concern in them. But when Stone laid 


his hand on Mike's, Mike looked away, and pulled his hand away. 
‘Of course not. He's just... well, the jealous type | suppose.” 


When Mike looked back at him, he noticed Stone was just staring at him. Just looking at his features, and 


admiring them. Then, that damn smile made its way across Stone's face. 
"What is it?" Mike asked. 


"You're just so.. beautiful. | know I'm not suppose to be the one to tell you it, but you just need to keep that in 
mind." Stone told him. Mike's cheek heated up. 


"Well, | don't think that's the truth" Mike denied 

"Yeah? Why not?" 

"| just don't believe Im much to look at" 

"PEF Really? Have you looked at yourself lately? 

Mike shrugged his shoulders 

"You're so beautiful, Mike. With those pretty brown eyes. That cute little nose. The way your cheeks light up is 
absolutely adorable. When you smile, god, it's like the whole world lights up. Your hair is nice, | think it matches 


you. Your lips look so.. fragile and sweet. So pink and soft." Stone explained. 


Mike's heart skipped a beat at his words, and not to mention the blush on his cheeks. Stone chuckled, and 
tucked a strand of Mike's hair behind his ear. 


"You're doing it now." Stone teased. 

"Doing what?" 

"Blushing." 

"L am not." Mike denied. His cheeks only got a darker shade of pink Stone laughed. 


"Yeah, you are. Your face is so red right now." 


Mike felt so embarrassed. Covering his face with his hands, he groaned. Stone couldn't help but to laugh, and 


tease him just a bit more. 
"You're too cute," Stone told him. "Come on, move your hands so | can see that pretty face." 


"No." Mike whined, and dragged out the ‘o'. His face felt like it was on fire. He wasn't used to getting so many 


complements. Not even from Eddie. 

"Come on, Mike. Come out with me. One night. Your husband can join, too.” 

Moving his hands away from his face, mike sighed. "I'll ask him. | can't make you any promises though." 
Stone smiled. "As long as you try" 

x 


"So, umm.. do you have plans tonight?" Mike asked. Eddie looked away from the television and looked at his 
husband. 


"No, not really. Why do you ask?" 


"Well.. my boss asked if maybe we would.. we would like to hang out with him and his friends. Kinda all get to 


know each other. Of course, we don't have to if you don't want to. | just-" 
"Nah. | think we should just stay home tonight." Eddie said. He looked back at the television, and Mike bit his lip. 


Everything turned back to silence. For a moment, Mike just stared at the television. He hated the shows Eddie 


seemed to be so interested in. 


He was quick to straddle Eddie's lap, catching him by surprise. His lanky arms wrapped around Eddie's neck. 


Brown eyes looked into blue ones. 


‘| miss us, Eddie. | miss all those nights we used to make love, fall asleep together, and wake up holding each 


other." Mike said, his voice almost a whisper. His fingers played in Eddie's hair. 
"Do you?" 


Mike nodded his head. He so desperately looked into Eddie's eyes, wanting a kiss, wanting a touch, just wanting 
some attention. But instead, Eddie pushed Mike off his lap, and stood up from his spot on the couch. 


‘lm not really in the mood. | think | might be coming down with something." Eddie excused. Without another 


word, he began to climb the stairs, disappearing off somewhere. 


Mike sighed, and laid his head against the arm of the couch. He felt ugly, disgusting, hurt, angry. So many 
emotions ran through him all he wanted to do was scream. Just by the fact his husband had rejected him 


when he was craving attention 


He could feel tears welling in his eyes. He blinked, not allowing himself to cry anymore. Instead, he picked 
himself off the couch and slipped his jacket on. 


He was going to see Stone. 


Chapter Six 


"Wow, you made it!" Stone said, that big, sweet smile spread across his face. Mike smiled, taking a seat next to 


him at the bar. 

"I didn't think you were gonna show up," Stone admitted, "where's your husband?" 
"Oh, uh, he couldn't make it. Working late tonight." Mike excused. 

‘Oh, really? What kind of work does he do?" Stone asked, 


"He's.. he's a funeral director." Mike lied. He mentally facepalmed. Stone nodded his head, and motioned for the 
bartender to bring Mike a drink 


"Well, Mike, this is my friend, Jeff" Stone said, referring to the man beside him. 
"And thats Matt." Stone said, referring to the man beside Jeff. 


"These are your friends?" Mike asked. He wasn't going to lie, he was expecting Stone to have more friends with 


him. 
Stone chuckled. "Yeah, I'm kinda a loner, you know. But these guys are the best." 


Mike smiled, reaching his hand out to shake the two men's hand. Then, all of them began to chat as they 
sipped on their drinks. 


Mike was so caught up in talking and laughing he had completely forgotten about Eddie. That was, until he 
heard Eddie's voice beside him. 


"Just give me the regular." Eddie said, talking the the bartender. 


Mike froze in his spot, holding his breath. He turned his head, just having to get a look to see if it was really 
his husband. And it was. 


He turned his head, now once again looking at Stone and his two friends. He was silently praying that Eddie 


wouldn't notice him. 
"Hey, you alright?" Stone asked, noticing that Mike was becoming uncomfortable. 
"Oh y-yeah. I'm fine. Must just be the alcohol. | usually don't drink" Mike said, nervously smiling at Stone. 


"Do you want some water?" Stone asked. Mike shook his head. 


"No, uh, actually | think that | should be going." 
"You're leaving? Dude, you've only been here like twenty minutes." Jeff said. 


Mike watched as Eddie walked past him, not even bothering to look, which he was grateful for. He knew that if 


Eddie saw him he would really be into some deep shit. 


"I know. It's just it's getting late, and | have a busy day tomorrow." Mike said. He was already standing by his 
seat now. His eyes searched around the crowded room, trying to find his husband. 


It was as if time had froze right then and there. Mike stood there, his heart shattering into a million pieces as 


he watched his husband get caught up in a make out session with some other man. 
Mike didn't know if he had ever felt a pain so big before. His heart was instantly let down. 


It all became so clear now. Eddie was cheating on him. That's why he never showed Mike any attention, that's 


why he was always gone. It all seemed to be coming together. 


Mike's head was spinning. He could feel the warm, salty tears filling up his brown eyes. The air was becoming 
hot, and it was becoming hard to breathe. How could Eddie do such a thing to him? 


"Mike? Hey, what's wrong?" Stone asked. Mike turned, and quickly disappeared within the crowd of people, 


heading toward the door, and leaving without another word. 


But Stone followed behind him. As soon as the two were outside, Stone grabbed Mike's arm, not letting him 


leave before he found out what was going on. 

"You're crying. Mike, what's going on? Did | do something?" 

Mike shook his head. He didn't hold it back any longer. He broke down into sobs, nearly crashing down on the 
ground, but Stone caught him, and eased him down until the two were both sitting on the street, and Mike had 
his face buried in Stone's chest. 

"H-he.. He's cheating." Mike choked out. 


"He was in there?" Stone asked. Mike nodded his head. Biting his lip, Stone wrapped both arms around Mike. 


‘lm so sorry, Mike. That fucking bastard. He didn't deserve you, Mike. You don't deserve this to happen to 
you." Stone whispered. His soothingly ran his hand up and down Mike's back. 


"| promise you it's going to be okay." Stone whispered. 


Mike didn't feel like anything was ever going to be okay again. Eddie had hurt him so many times, yet, Mike 
tried to forgive him. Mike tried to love him. 


"It hurts." Mike said. His voice was shaky and raspy. He tried to pull himself together, and pull away from the 


embrace. 
"I know it does, Mike. I've been there so many times." Stone sighed. 


"Hey, look, if you want to, you could come stay the night with me." Stone suggested. Mike looked down at his 
lap, and nodded his head. 


"Y-yeah... If you don't mind." 
"If | minded, | wouldn't have asked, would 1? Just let me get my jacket. Stay put until | get back" Stone told him. 


After getting his jacket and telling his two friends of the situation, Stone was back to Mike, walking him to his 


car. Just like a gentlemen, Stone held open Mike's car door, and shut it once he was inside. 


The ride was quiet. Stone felt the need to say something, to change the subject of what just happened, but he 
decided to stay quiet. 


Mike sat, looking out the window as they passed by trees, houses, and cars. He couldn't stop replaying Eddie 
and that man kissing in his head. It hurt so much. He felt as if he was torn apart. 


Stone began to pull into a short driveway that led to his place he shared with Jeff. Cutting off the car, he 
sighed, and took the key out of the engine. 


Soon, Mike found himself sitting on Stone's couch, sipping on a cup of water Stone had given to him. He could 


still taste the bitter alcohol on his tongue. 
"Mike, I-.. I'm sorry about tonight" Stone said quietly, finally breaking the silence in the room. Mike bit his lip. 


"It isn't your fault. Besides, | suppose it's better | find out then to never know at all. guess | shouldn't just.. 


seen it coming. This seems to always happen to me." 
"Maybe you're just picking the wrong guys." Stone said. Mike looked at his cup of water he held in his hands. 


"I loved him," Mike said quietly, "As much as we've been through, | still love him. And he just.. breaks me. He 
fucking breaks me to pieces." 


"You'll heal, Mike. Just know that while he's out there, hurting you, betraying you, there's still something there 
that would give anything to love you, hold you, wipe your tears, make you laugh." 


Mike shook his head. "l'm not good enough." 


Stone cupped Mike's cheek. Lifting his head up, his green eyes looked into Mike's. "You know that someone is me, 
Mike. I'd give anything.. anything to be with you." 


Before Mike even knew what was happening, he felt Stone's warm lips on his. For a moment, he froze. But 


Stone's lips were so full, so soft, and so sweet that he found himself melting in, and he began to kiss back. 


As much as he wanted to deny it, he couldn't. He couldn't deny that electrical spark that shot through him. 
That feeling he hadn't felt in so long. That feeling he longed for. The feeling of being wanted. 


Everything left his mind - Eddie, the cheating, the beatings. They completely disappeared as Mike began to kiss 


Stone more passionately. He couldn't get enough of those lips. 


Stone swept his tongue along Mike's bottom lip, asking for entrance, which Mike allowed. He could taste the 


alcohol on Stone's tongue from earlier, but he didn't mind it. It seemed to be a nice flavor. 

Things were becoming more heated now as Mike was twisting his fingers around in Stone's hair. And that was 
when Stone had pulled away from the kiss. He knew Mike was hurt, and would do almost anything to get rid of 
the pain. 

He laid his forehead against Mike's, green eyes meeting brown ones. With a chuckle, Mike closed his eyes and 
moved his fingers out of Stone's hair. Stone smiled, and pecked his lips one last time. Sucking on his own bottom 
lip, Mike was savoring the flavor of Stone's lips. 

"I think you should get some rest. It's been a long day.” Stone said. 


Mike nodded his head. "Yeah. | think so, too." 


The two pulled away from each other, and Stone showed Mike to the guest room. After saying goodnight, Stone 
pulled the door together, leaving Mike to himself for the night. 


Laying in bed, looking up at the ceiling, Mike smiled. It may have been wrong, but he would never take it back. 


Chapter Seven 


"Where the fuck have you been?!" Eddie yelled as soon as Mike walked through the door. He softly closed it 
behind him, and dropped his jacket onto the couch. 


"You fucking answer me." Eddie demanded, pushing Mike's shoulders hard, almost knocking him on the floor. But 
Mike caught his balance. 


"Where have | been? Where have you been, Eddie?! All those nights you left me here alone, you were with 
another man! | saw it!" Mike yelled right back at him. 


"What are you talking about?" Eddie asked, pretending as if he had no clue as to what was going on 

"Save it. | was there, Eddie. | saw you walk in, order your drink, and | saw you k-kissing him. Whoever he was." 
"Yeah, well, you know, maybe | need something." 

"Need what, Eddie? Aren't | enough for you?" 

Eddie sighed, shaking his head. "I don't fucking know anymore, Mike! | just.. | just... fuck!" 

"You don't even know what to say." Mike said. 

"Where were you, huh? After you left the bar where did you go?" 


"That doesn't matter." Mike said. He went to push past Eddie, but Eddie grabbed him by the arm and roughly 
jerked him back. 


"You were with someone, too. Who was it, huh? That boss of yours?" 
"Maybe it was, maybe it wasn't. So what?" 


Eddie laughed. That familiar, devilish laugh. "You're not leaving me, Mike. Thats the last fucking thing you'll do. 
Il kill you right on the spot before | let you walk out that door.” 


"If you want someone else, why do you care if | leave?" Mike asked. "Just to push me away and play with my 
emotions? To hurt me?" 


"Mike, | love you." 


Mike shook his head. "You don't know what love is, Eddie. You don't fucking hurt the people you love! You don't 
go around sleeping with other men behind their backs!" 


Eddie shoved Mike hard, knocking him down to the hard floor. He fell with a thud, a wave of pain running over 
his body. Mike groaned. 


"You're no different than me, Mike," Eddie said, giving him a hard kick in the side. "You've been doing the exact 
same thing. You've been sleeping with that fucking boss. Don't you get it? No one loves you, Mike. Not even 


him. 
"Fuck you." Mike spat. Eddie dropped to his knees, and grabbed a fistful of Mike's hair. 


"Whatever it is between you two, its ending now," Eddie whispered in his ear. His voice sounding rough and 
raspy from all the screaming. He pulled back his fist, smashing it hard against Mike's cheek 


"Do you fucking understand me?" 

‘|. | never slept with him, Eddie," Mike tried to explain. "Be-because | love you." 

Eddie shook his head. Throwing Mike's head back, he let go out his hair and pulled himself off the floor. Mike 
laid there, staring hard at the ceiling as his vision blurred in and out. Waves of terrible, unbearable pain ran 


through him. He blinked hard, hoping to clear his vision. But instead, he completely passed out. 


* eK 


"Hey man, what's wrong? You look pretty bummed out" Jeff asked, hoping on the counter. Stone sighed as he 


continued to count the money in the register. 

"| fucked up, Jeff" 

"What do you mean?" 

"He hasn't been to work in days now. | think it's because l.. | kissed him." 

"Wait. Dude, you kissed him?! Ah, sweet. How was it?" 

Stone shrugged. "It was pretty fucking amazing. But.. he's married. Even though he found out his husband was 
cheating, | still think he went back to him. He's ignoring me because | kissed him, and he feels.. awkward. | 
guess." 


"Dude, that's dumb. | think he would've at least showed up to work" 


Stone ran his fingers through his hair, and shut the register. "| don't know. But.. I'm going to fire him. | need to 
get him out of my life, and completely forget about him." 


"What? Stone, you know you can't just do that." 

"Well, | can't just sit around and wait on him my whole life when nothing is going to become of the two of us. | 
want to be with him, so so bad, and | can't. Because he's married to a man whore." Stone said, pushing past 
Jeff and heading to his office. Jeff hopped off the count and followed behind him. 

"What if he loves you too? But.. but he's to afraid to leave his husband. What if that's the case?" 

"He doesn't love me.” Stone mumbled. 


"I've seen the way he looks at you.” 


Stone shook his head. "He doesn't, Jeff. I'm going to call him over and fire him if he doesn't show up within the 
next two days." 


Jeff shrugged. "Alright. | mean, it's your place, you're the boss, | can't tell you what to do. But I'm telling you.. 
something fishy is going on. And if | were you, I'd get to the bottom of it." 


Stone could tell by the look of Jeff's face he was serious. He turned, and left, leaving Stone to finish for the 
night. And Stone began to think, maybe something was going on. 


Chapter Eight 


It had been a week since Mike had showed up for work. Stone had walked around town, hoping to find Mike 
somewhere, but no luck. It was as if Mike had disappeared. 


Stone sat on his bed, kicking his leg back and forth as he looked down at the phone. his hair laid over his face, 
until he pulled it behind his ear. He dialed Mike's number, and held the phone up to his ear. 


Of course, Stone had tried to call Mike many times, but there were never any answer. The phone would ring 


and ring. And as just as Stone was ready to hang up, someone answered. 
"Hello?" 


It was Mike. His voice was just as soft as usual. Stone couldn't help but to smile at the sound of his voice he 


had so dearly missed. That sweet, sweet voice. 

"Mike. Where have you been? | haven't heard from you in a while" 

Mike cleared his throat. "I'm sorry, I 

"Could you come over? | really need to talk with you" Stone sighed. It was silent on Mike's end for a moment: 
'Uh.. yeah. lIl try. Ill see you in a bit, okay?" 

"Alright, just be over soon" Stone said before hanging up the phone. 

* * * 

"My boss wants to see me," Mike said quietly. "I think | should see what he wants" 

"| dort think so" Eddie denied 

"What if.. it's a paycheck?" Mike suggested. But he knew good and well it wouldn't be that 


"A paycheck for what? | told you that you're not allowed to go back there again. You haven't been to work in a 
while. I'm not that dumb, Mike." 


Mike bit his lip. "It sounded urgent. Please, Eddie? | promise | won't be gone any longer than thirty minutes.’ 
Eddie sighed. "Fine, whatever. Go. But you're walking, and remember, thirty minutes.” 


Mike nodded his head. "Thirty minutes." 


* eK 


Mike stood on the other side of the door, waiting for someone to open from the other side. Finally, the door 


swung open, and Stone stood on the other side 


"Fuck. What happened to your face, Mike?" Stone asked. Mike's hand went up to his face, brushing his fingers 


over his bruised cheek. 


But the bruised cheek wasn't all. His eye was black, and his lip was slightly swollen. Stone couldn't believe his 
eyes. He pulled Mike inside, and closed the door. 


‘|. | had an accident” Mike said. His voice was quiet. Stone shook his head. 
"He did this to you, didn't he? Your husband, he did this?" 


Stone looked Mike straight in the eyes. Mike only looked back into Stone's green ones, and he lied straight to his 


face. 

"Of course not." He said quietly. 

"Mike, look at you. You're hurt. Is he the one doing this to you? You can tell me, Mike. You can trust me." 
"He didn't hurt me, Stone. Is this why you wanted to see me?" 


"Well, | wanted to see you to find out why you haven't shown up to work. But | think | already know my 


answer." 
"And what's that?" 


"That he's been abusing you. You wouldn't show up, because you didn't want me to see the mess he left on 


you." 


"He didn't" 

"How can you stay with a man like that, Mike?" 

"Because, | love him. And he loves me." Mike said, his voice a bit louder. 

Stone shook his head, his hand cupping Mike's bruised cheek "That's not love, Mike." 


"Then what is love, Stone?" Mike asked, his eyes desperately searching into Stone's. 


"I can show you what love is, Mike," Stone whispered, his lips only inches away from Mike's, and they began to 


get closer and closer. "Because | love you." 


He filled in the gap between them; their lips once again meeting. That electrical spark shot through both of 
them, and Mike could've almost gasped. 


His knees went weak just as Stone's strong arms wrapped around him. He carefully picked his body up, and 
carried him upstairs, being easy not to trip over the stairs. He carried Mike over to the bed. Softly, Stone laid 
Mike's body down, and gently landed on top of him. 


The kiss began to get deeper, and more passionate. Stone ran his tongue over Mike's bottom lip, and Mike 
granted him his wish. Their tongues began to dance in the same rhythm. 


Soon, the two boys found themselves undressing each other, their clothes going wherever they decided to 


throw them. Stone's lips were on Mike's neck; sucking and nibbling on the tender skin, leaving his mark on him. 


Mike laid, his mouth agape, moaning Stone's name softly. He couldn't believe how good he was feeling already, 
just by the way Stone was kissing him and touching him. 


"You're so beautiful, Mike. So fucking beautiful.” Stone whispered in his ear. Mike's heart melted. 
| don't have any condoms. ls that okay?" Stone asked. Mike nodded his head. 


The two shared a quick kiss before Stone positioned himself between Mike's legs. He gently pulled Mike out of 


his boxers, and Mike's cheeks turned pink. 


Mike watched as Stone pulled off his own boxers. He had never seen another man naked other than Eddie, and 


himself, of course. And Stone seemed to be quite a big bigger than Eddie. 


Once Stone had lubed himself up, he lined himself at Mike's entrance, not bothering to prep him. He began to 
push in, and as he did, Mike dug his nails into the mattress beneath him. 


"0-oh... Stone." Mike gasped, his back arching. Stone pecked Mike on the lips. 
"You okay, baby?" Stone asked. Mike nodded his head. 
"Y-yeah, l'm fine. Move, please." Mike pleaded. 


Stone softly began to move his hips back and forth. He looked down at Mike, watching him as he stared up into 
his eyes, softly moaning. 


Mike hadn't felt such a feeling in such a long time. Sure, maybe he had felt it with Eddie, but the spark with 
Eddie faded. He didn't feel anything with him anymore. But with Stone, it was as if fireworks were going off 


inside him. All the kisses, the touches, it sent sparks through Mike that he couldn't even describe. 


‘| love you, Stone. l.. | love you so much." Mike whispered, his fingers tangling into Stone's hair. Stone pressed 


his forehead against Mike's, and pecked him on the lips. 
"| love you, too, baby boy." Stone whispered. 


His lips traveled down Mike's mouth to his jawline, and down to his neck as his hips began to thrust harder. 
Mike's back was arching, his fingers pulling at Stone's long hair. 


Mike's loud, high pitched moans echoed off the walls. He had missed such a wonderful feeling; making love with 


someone. 
Im close, baby." Stone whispered in his ear. Both boys were edging already from the beginning. 
Mike's hand reached down; his fingers wrapping around his cock as he began to desperately jerk himself off. 


"Come inside" Mike told him. Stone once again laid his forehead against Mike's, green eyes staring into brown 


ones. 
"Ugh.. ugh fuck." Stone moaned. His eyes shut, and his teeth began to grind. 


Mike could feel the warm liquid shoot inside him. He whimpered, his hand jerking faster and faster, until Stone 
pulled his hand away. 


| want to be the one who makes you release." Stone said He wrapped his hand around Mike's cock, and began 


to jerk him off. 


Mike's teeth sank into his bottom lip, his eyes looking up at Stone as he felt his own orgasm wash over him. A 


moan escaped from his lips, Stone's name following behind it. 


Once both of them were rode out of their highs, they shared another kiss. This kiss was innocent and sweet. 


Stone pulled out, and his body collapsed on the bed beside Mike. 
"That was nice." Stone said, chuckling. Mike giggled, his cheeks red. 


"Well, it was more than nice. It was amazing." Stone said. He turned on his side, his arm wrapping around Mike. 


Mike's head laid against his chest. 


The room was now filled with silence, the two just enjoying each other's company, and resting from the event 
that just happened. Mike listened to Stone's heartbeat as it began to calm. 


"| love you." Stone said again. Mike smiled. 


‘| love you, too." 

"Let's... let's run away together." Stone whispered. 

Mike chuckled. "Run away together? And go where?" 

Stone shrugged. "Just away from here." 

"| like Seattle." Mike said. 

"Okay, then we can stay in Seattle. | just.. | want to be with you." 
‘| want to be with you, too." Mike said. And he meant it. 

"| need to be heading back" Mike informed. 

"You don't need to go back there, Mike." 


"Well... | kinda promised him | wouldn't be gone any longer than thirty minutes." Mike sighed. Stone kissed the top 
of his head. 


If you need me, please don't hesitate to call me, Mike. If that bastard lays one hand on you, please, please call 


me, okay?" 

Mike nodded. "Yeah, | will." 

"Promise me?" 

"| promise." 

"When will | see you again?" Stone asked. 

I'm not sure. Whenever | can get away, | guess." 
'So.. you're not going to leave him?" 


‘| will. | just.. | need time, Stone. I'm sorry. | do, | want to be with you so bad, but.. | need time to get away 


from him" 
"IFs okay. | understand. Take all the time you need. I'd wait eternity to be with you, Mike." 


Mike smiled, nuzzling his nose against Stone's chest. "Thank you." 


"Come on, I'll drive you home." Stone said. The two got out of bed, and began to get dressed. 


Chapter Nine 


"You're late," Eddie said, looking at the clock on the wall. "You said thirty minutes. It's been almost an hour" 
"Sorry. | guess because | was just walking slow" 

"Why do you look like that?" Eddie asked 

‘Like what?" 


"Well, for one, your hair is a mess. And.. is that a hickey on your neck?" Eddie asked, pulling Mike's hair away 
from his neck to get a better look. 


"That was from you." Mike lied, but he tried to sound as truthful as possible. Eddie was quiet, and just looked 
at the love bite on Mike's neck. 


"You sure it wasn't your boss who did it?" Eddie asked. Mike swallowed hard. 

"Don't be crazy, Eddie. Of course it wasnt" 

"He fucked you." Eddie growled, being blunt. He shoved Mike hard; his back hitting the wall with a thud. 

"He didn't, Eddie. | swear to you we didn't do anything” Mike tried to defend himself, but Eddie wasn't having it. 
Eddie began to step closer to him. "How fucking stupid do you think | am? 

"Eddie, please-" 


Eddie grabbed Mike by his shirt, and threw him down on the floor. He winced when his back hit the hard floor. 
Eddie straddled his lap, and with both hands, he wrapped them around Mike's neck. 


"Get off mel" Mike choked. Eddie's grip began to get tighter, his teeth gritting as he squeezed harder and 


harder. 
Mike gasped, trying to get oxygen, but he couldn't get anything. His body was becoming numb, as his vision was 
becoming a blur. His adrenaline was kicking in, and he was trying his hardest to fight back and get Eddie off 


him. 


Somehow, Mike didn't know, but somehow he managed to push Eddie off him. He barely had enough time to 
catch his breath before he quickly pulled himself off the floor. 


His head was spinning as he ran to the door. It seemed to take him forever before he could even twist the 


doorknob and get the door open. Then, he began to fun as fast as his legs could take him. 


Eddie pulled himself off the floor, and instantly went after him. Of course, by time he was outside, Mike was 
out of sight. But Eddie had in mind just where he might be. 


* eK 


Stone stood behind the counter, lost in a magazine about guitars when two hands landed on the counter rather 


harshly. He looked up, seeing that his ex boyfriend was standing in front of him. 

"What're you doing here?" Stone asked. Eddie almost threw his head back laughing. 

"Oh, it's you, huh?" 

Stone knotted his eyebrows together. "What are you talking about?" 

"You're the boss. The one whose been fucking with my husband" 

Stone almost lost his breath. All he could do was look at the man in front of him, the man who had mistreated 
him for months, because he was lost for words. Now, everything made since. Mike had married Eddie, and 
Eddie was the one who was abusing him. 

"You stay away from him, you sick bastard." Stone warned. 

"You're the one who needs to stay away, Stone. He's my husband!" Eddie shouted, 

‘I'm not scared of you anymore, Eddie. | may have been then, but I'm not anymore. You stay away from Mike." 
"So its true? You two have been fucking behind my back" 

"Where is he?" Stone asked. 

"You tell me. I'm sure you have him hiding out in here somewhere." 


"What did you do to him?" Stone asked. His blood began to boil in his veins. 


"What did | do? None of this would've happened if you would've left him alone. He was a married man, yet you 


still fucked with him!" 


"You don't deserve him, Eddie! He's too fucking good for you, and you know it! You make his life a living hell. Is 
that why you abuse him, huh? You want to make his life miserable? | bet you feel like a real man when you're 


hitting him, don't you? You fucking pathetic bastard." 


That was all it took to send Eddie over the edge. his fist went back, colliding hard with Stone's cheek. He 
groaned, but nonetheless, he began to fight back. 


Punches after punches were thrown between the two men. Punching, screaming, and cursing at one another. 


Stone was completely outraged. 


Yet, the other man overpowered him. With one hit, he sent Stone crashing to the floor, holding to his bleeding 


mouth. 


Eddie didn't say anything. Instead, he shook his head and left, going off to find Mike. Stone was almost 
breathless, and for a moment, he just sat there, trying to catch his breath and get to thinking straight: 


When Stone was up, he grabbed the phone and quickly called Jeff. He could taste blood in his mouth, and he 


could see blood mattered up in his hair. 
"Hello?" 

‘Jeff! Hey, have you seen Mike?" 

"No, | haven't. Why? What's up?" 


"| think he might be in trouble. Look, I'll explain later. | have to go find him." Stone rushed himself off the phone. 
Without saying goodbye, he hung up, and ran to his car. 


He had to find Mike before Eddie did. 


* eK 


It was late now, almost three in the morning, and Stone was still driving around, looking for Mike. He had drove 
around Seattle for what felt like the hundredth time, and it was beginning to pour the rain. 


Stone was finding it difficult to see, even when the wind shield wipers were on. The streets were empty by 
now, and Stone figured that if Mike was out there somewhere, he would be under shelter. 


Stone's eyes began to fill with warm, salty tears. He didn't know where Mike could be, or if he was safe. He 


knew that if Eddie found him first he was definitely in trouble. 


Memories of Mike began to fill his head. From the first time he laid his eyes on Mike he fell in love. The way 


Mike was shy, soft spoken, and quiet was too cute. He was so sweet, and so fragile. 


Then Stone began to think of when the two of them made love, just hours ago. The feelings he had were so 
strong. The sparks, the electrical shocks, the kisses, the touches, the little noises Mike made. 


Just as Stone was about to give up looking, he spotted someone sitting on the side of the street. As he pulled 
up closer, he could see that it was definitely Mike. He held his head in his hands. 


Stone stopped the car in the middle of the street, and jumped out. He ran over to Mike, crashing down to his 
knees, and pulling Mike into his chest. 


"Shit, baby. You scared me. | didn't know if | was ever going to find you." Stone whispered, holding Mike as tight 


as his arms would let him. 


Mike was wet from the rain, and in a mess of sobs. His small body was trembling in Stone's arms. And Stone 


just held him, silently thanking God that Mike was safe. 


'I-Im scared, S-Stone.." Mike whispered. His voice was low and shaky. "D-don't leave me. | feel safe wh-when 


you're with me." 


Stone pulled away, but only so he could see Mike's face. Gently, Stone pressed his lips against Mike's, and the 
two shared an innocent kiss together. 


"lll never leave you, baby. Never. Come on, you're wet. I'm going to take you to my place, okay?" Stone 


whispered in his ear. He helped Mike to his feet, and Mike once again leaned in for a kiss. 


Cupping both his cheeks, Stone deepened the kiss. The rain began to pour down harder on the two of them, but 
neither minded. They kissed, and kissed, until Mike collapsed in Stone's arms, and Stone carried him to the car. 


Chapter Ten 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for a bit of a shorter chapter, and sorry for taking so long to update.. 


Soft, gentle kisses was planted over Mike's shoulders and back as the warm water from the shower hit the 


two underneath it. 


Stone's arms were wrapped around Mike's waist, just holding him close. The smell of Stone's shampoo still 


lingered in the air. Turning around, Mike pressed his lips against Stone's, giving him a deep kiss. 
"Thank you." Mike said quietly. Stone rested his forehead against Mike's. 

"For what?" 

"For finding me." 


Stone pecked his lips. "| was scared that | wouldn't be able to. | was so scared, Mike. | don't know what | would 


ever do if |. If I lost you" 
"You'll never lose me" Mike promised, Stone smiled. 

"Good. So, uh.. What are we going to do about Eddie?" 

Mike bit his lip. "I dont know. But, | do know that l'm going to get a divorce.” 
"| love you" Stone told him. Mike's heart skipped a beat, and he smiled 

"| love you, too’ 


After the shower was over, the two dried themselves, and Mike got dressed in the clothes Stone had given to 
him. By now, it was morning. The grey clouds hung high in Seattle, and a light rain began to fall 


"You want something to eat?" Stone asked. Mike shook his head. 
"Nah. | think | should get some sleep. I'm pretty tired" 
Stone kissed the top of his head. "Get some sleep then" 


"Will you lay with me?" Mike asked. 


"Of course | will." 


After getting into bed and getting under the covers, Stone wrapped an arm around his lover, and pulled him 


into his chest. 


"Sweet dreams." Stone whispered to him. Mike softly smiled, and almost instantly, he found himself falling 


asleep. 


* * * 


"So, what are you guys gonna do?" Jeff asked. Stone took a drink of coffee from his cup and shrugged his 


shoulders. 

"He's going to get a divorce. | just don't think it's enough. Maybe Eddie needs to be in jail. | mean, Mike has the 
marks on his neck; proof that Eddie tried to kill him. | just.. | want him safe, Jeff. And you know | would do 
anything to protect him." 


"And what happens after the divorce? You two gonna get married and have little babies?" Jeff teased. Stone 
flipped him off. 


"Of course I'm going to ask him to marry me. But | don't want to rush into it. | don't want him to feel 


pressured” 
"Well. does this mean you two are together?" Jeff asked, a big grin on his face. 

"He's still married, Jeff" Stone pointed out 

— 

Stone chuckled. "So? | can't really call him my boyfriend when he's married. Doesn't work that way, Jeff" 
"Stone." Mike mumbled from the staircase 


He stood on the staircase, his hair in a mess. He wiped his groggy eyes with his long sleeves, and his lips were 


slightly pouted. 
"Well, good morning.” Stone greeted, laughing a little. Sometimes Mike was too cute. 
‘Its too early to be awake." Mike groaned, coming down the stairs. 


"You should've stayed in bed" Stone said, pulling Mike down on his lap. 


"But you was gone when | woke up, and it was cold up there." 
"What do you want to do today?" Stone asked. 


Mike softly shrugged his shoulders. "I think | need to stop by and grab a couple of my things. But | need to go 
when Eddie is gone. | don't want to be there if Eddie is there." 


"Mike... | think we should maybe.. stop by the police station" Stone said. Mike looked a little surprised. 
"Why?" 

"Mike, he's been hurting you for years. He even tried to kill you. He deserves to be thrown in jail.’ 
Mike bit his lip. "I don't know, Stone. That stuff is scary when you're in a situation like this." 


"I know, but I'm here with you. Its going to be okay." Stone promised. And of course, he would be with Mike 
every step of the way. 


Mike softly nodded his head. "Okay. | just. need to stop by first, get a few of my things, and we'll go, okay?" 
Stone pecked him on the lips, and squeezed him tight 

* * * 

"We're in luck" Mike whispered, seeing that the car was gone. He unlocked the doorknob with his key. 
Cautiously, he opened the door, just in case is was one of Eddie's sick little tricks. But there was no one home, 
and surprisingly, the house was almost empty. And after seeing the bedroom, Mike could tell Eddie had 


gathered all his things and left. 


"He left. All his things are gone." Mike said. Stone looked around the room, seeing that it did seem a bit out of 


place. 
‘lm sure he's not too far." Stone sighed, helping Mike pack up some of his things. 


"But hopefully he is." Mike mumbled. 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
Once again, sorry for the shorter chapter, but there's only a few chapters left! 


"What do you mean you can't do anything? This man is dangerous." Stone tried to explain, but the police officer 


wasn't having it. 


"Look, unless we find him, we can't do anything. In the meantime, we'll be looking for him. If you happen to find 


him first, give us a call" The police office repeated. 
"What about Mike? What if Eddie shows up and hurts him out of nowhere?" 
The officer shrugged. "We just have to hope that doesn't happen" 


Stone sighed. “Alright, fine. I'm just going to hope you find him before | do. Come on, Mike, let's get out of 


here." 


Stone took Mike's hand, intertwining their fingers. The two left the police station, and soon found themselves in 


Stone's car. 


"Can you believe it? Those people, fuck, they're not really much of a help." Stone complained. Mike leaned over 
the seat, and pecked Stone's cheek. 


"IFs going to be okay, Stone. | have you, and | know you'll protect me, and keep me safe. Don't get so upset 


over this." 


Stone softly smiled. "That's sweet, Mike. You know I'd do anything to keep you safe. | just.. | want the best for 


you, you know." 
Mike nodded his head. "But maybe he left, and maybe he won't ever be back." 


Mike tried to calm Stone, but inside, he felt scared as well. He didn't know where Eddie could be. He could be 
hiding out, waiting for the best time to strike, just when Mike wasn't expecting it. 


Let's get home. Its been a long day." Mike said, leaning back against his seat. Stone started up the car, and the 
two headed back home. 


* * * 


Stealing one of Stone's cigarettes was easier than Mike thought it would be. As soon as his back was turned, 


Mike took one out of the pack, and stuck it in his shirt pocket, being careful not to break it. 
"Ready for bed?" Stone asked, turning back to Mike who looked as innocent as ever. 


"Yeah. You go ahead, | think I'll step outside for a minute just to get some fresh air, it seems to help me sleep 


better." 
Stone kissed the top of his head. "Okay, just don't go anywhere, and don't be out too long." 
"| won't." Mike promised. 


The night air was warm, and it felt soothing to Mike. He took the cigarette out of his pocket, and held it up to 
his lips. He had a small pack of matches to light it up. 


The first drag, he inhaled deep, just like everyone else seemed to do. He began to cough out the smoke, and the 
bitter taste of cigarette seemed to stick to his tongue already. 


His eyes stayed on the cigarette, watching as the smoke went up in the air and disappeared, watching the 
cigarette burn. Then, he took a smaller drag, and didn't inhale as deep. 


The cigarette was rather harsh, and Mike couldn't smoke anymore than half of it. He leaned against the door, 
taking in a sharp breath. 


He began to feel lightheaded, and nausea hit him like a ton of bricks. Now, he really began to regret smoking 
that cigarette. 


The moon hung high in the sky, shining down on the Seattle streets. Mike could see a figure walking down the 
street, walking rather quickly. He froze. 


The figure looked just the same as Eddie's figure. The figure's hair bounced as their walking began to get 


quicker. 


Mike was quick to get back inside the house, and lock the door. He held his breath, and closed his eyes. He 


waited and waited for Eddie to come beating on the door, screaming at him to let him in. 
But he never came. 


"Hey, something wrong?" Stone asked, standing on the staircase now. Mike swallowed hard, and took in a deep 


breath. 


"l. | thought.. n-nothing. I'm alright" Mike assured him. Eddie definitely had him paranoid. 


"Well, come back to bed. It's late." Stone said. Mike nodded his head, and the two returned back to bed. 


Chapter Twelve 


"You thought you could get away from me so easy, huh?" Eddie asked, chuckling. "| bet you thought | had left 
for good, didn't you?" 


Mike was speechless, backing up against the wall. Eddie stepped closer to him, and Mike got a quick glimpse of a 
silver knife in his hand, mostly hiding by his sleeve. 


"Wh-where's Stone?" Mike asked. Eddie's wicked smile sent a shiver down Mike's spine. 
"Don't worry about him, Mike. You'll never see him again" 


"Eddie! Where's Stone?!" Mike was screaming now, tears streaming down his face. He knew this was the end of 


his life. Eddie was going to kill him, just like he killed Stone. 
"Shut up!" Eddie snapped at him, grabbing a fistful of Mike's hair. He held the knife up to Mike's throat. 
"You did this to yourself, Mike. What did | tell you, huh? What did | fucking tell you?" 


Mike closed his eyes tight, and held his breath, waiting for what was to come. But nothing happened, because 
Mike awoke from the terrible nightmare. 


His heart was pounding so hard in his chest, it began to hurt. His cheeks were wet from tears, and his 


breathing was all out of control. He completely broke down, sobs coming from his mouth. 
"Hey, hey what's wrong?" Stone asked as he was being waken up by the sound of Mike crying. 


He sat up in bed, and wrapped both arms around Mike. Burying his face in Stone's chest, Mike tried to tell him 
about the horrible dream he had endured. Stone held him tight. 


"lts going to be alright, Mike. It was just a dream. That's all it was, a dream, and that's never going to happen. 
Eddie is never going to hurt us, alright?" 


"It just.. it was so fucking terrible." Mike sighed. 

‘Its okay, baby. | promise, its going to be okay. Are you alright?" 

Mike slowly nodded his head. "Yeah, I'm okay. I'm sorry that | woke you." 

"That's alright. l'm just glad you're okay." Stone said, giving Mike a peck on the lips. 


Their foreheads rested against one another's, and Mike began to twist his fingers in Stone's tangled hair. Mike 


couldn't help but to smile when Stone's nose began to nuzzle against his. 
‘| love you." Mike said. 
"I love you, too." Stone told him before their lips once again had met, but for a deep kiss this time. 


"I love kissing you." Stone mumbled against Mike's mouth, pulling Mike up on his lap, and wrapping his arms 
around him. 


Stone's lips traveled over to Mike's cheek, his jawline, and down his neck, stopping at one certain spot that he 


learned was Mike's sweet spot. 
"Ugh... Stone." Mike breathed, his fingers digging into Stone's hair as his mouth sucked on the tender skin. 


Mike's little noises echoed off the walls. The sweet noises Stone could never get enough of. And when Stone laid 


Mike down, many more noises were yet to come. 
* * ¥ 
"Is Mike there?" 


There was a familiar voice on the other line. Mike swallowed hard, wondering if he should be honest, or tell the 


truth. But then again, what could Eddie do over the phone? 
"This is him.. w-what do you want?" 


Eddie sighed. "Mike.. | know you don't want to see me.. but | am still your husband, and | think we need to have 
a talk." 


"Where are you?" Mike asked. 


‘lm just.. here and there. Look, don't worry. I'm not going to hurt you. | just.. feel like we need to talk things 
over. We can meet in a public place if you'd like.” 


Mike bit his lip. "I don't know. I-" 
"Mike, please? Just a five minute conversation is all | need." 
Mike sighed. "Alright. When? Where?" 


“Anywhere you feel safe. How about.. six tonight? But don't bring Stone with you, because it's none of his 


business." 


"Alright. | won't. lIl meet you at six, okay? Bye, Eddie." 


"Goodbye, Mike." Eddie said, almost in a whisper, and the two hung up. 


Chapter Thirteen 


It was exactly six when Mike arrived at the place him and Eddie had set to meet. Eddie was already there, 
sitting at a table in the corner of the room, looking out the window, watching as rain poured from the grey 


skies. 


Mike's heart was beating hard in his chest. Seeing Eddie was something he'd hoped he never have to do again, 
but he knew things had to be settled. 


Taking a seat in front of Eddie, his gaze finally left the window, and looked up at his husband. Eddie smiled, a 


soft smile. He was a bit surprised Mike had decided to even show up. 


"| guess Stone's been keeping you up, huh?" Eddie asked. Mike looked down at the table, trying not to make eye 


contact. 
"Well.. yeah. Is this why you wanted me here? To talk about Stone?" 


Eddie sighed. "Well. no. | need to tell you something, Mike, that I've needed to tell you for so long, but honestly, 


| was scared." 
"What's that?" Mike asked, becoming a bit more interested in the conversation 


"Mike, l.. I've been taking drugs." Eddie said quietly. His blue eyes met Mike's brown ones for a split second 
before he looked down at the table. 


"Y-you've what? What do you mean?" Mike asked, a bit in disbelief. 


| never meant to hurt you, Mike. It was because of my bad habit. l.. | completely lost control of myself. | 
wasn't me anymore. | hated the person! was becoming, and | couldn't stop it” Eddie tried to explain. Tears 
began to slide down his cheeks. 


Mike took Eddie's hand, holding it for comfort. Eddie wiped his tears, and continued on. 


| was scared to tell you, because | didn't want you to leave me. And I.. | was an awful husband to you, Mike. | 
hurt you, | betrayed you, | know. But, baby, l'm.. I'm getting help. I'm getting help." Eddie said. He was full on 


crying by now. Mike was lost for words. 


"| want to make this marriage work, Mike," Eddie whispered. "I promise I'm getting help. I'll change. You for, for 
me, and for us." 


Mike shook his head. "Eddie. |.. | can't.” 


His voice was a whisper. Eddie squeezed his hand a little tighter, a bit shocked at Mike deny his idea. 
"What do you mean you can't?" Eddie asked, 

Mike shook his head. "Eddie... | can't. | just can't. H's too late." 

"What do you mean it's too late? Too late for what? Don't you love me?" 


"Eddie, for years | had to put up with all of that. OF you beating me to the ground; hurting me. You left me 
alone most times. You never let me go anywhere, have any friends. | felt trapped, Eddie. You acted like you 
didn't even love me anymore. At least, you never showed me. And then.. | met Stone.. and... | fell in love all over 
again, because he treated me like | wanted to be treated He gave me attention, he was so gentle with me, and 


he made me love again, Eddie." 
"No.. No, Mike." Eddie whispered. 
"| love him, Eddie." Mike said, his eyes looking straight into Eddie's. 


But Eddie looked away, and let his hand slide away from Mike's grip. His blue eyes stared right at the table, 
trying to find the right words to say. But what could he say when he let his husband fall in love with another 


man? 


"You deserve to be happy," Eddie finally said. "And. If Stone is the one who grants that for you, then be with 
him. | guess its a good thing | brought this." 


Eddie pulled a paper from his jacket pocket. After unfolding it, Mike saw that it was indeed a divorce paper, 
with Eddie's name already signed on it. 


Mike's own eyes began to fill with tears. He wasn't sure what it was. But after all these years, he would finally 
be free. He wouldn't have to put up with the beatings, the screaming, the anger, and all the pain. 


He wrapped both arms around Eddie, pulling him into a hug. And Eddie returned it, savoring the last touch of 


warmth from his husband's arms. 


"Thank you, Eddie," Mike whispered in his ear. "I didn't mean to be so harsh. | do love you, Eddie, and | always 


will. Il always care about you, and be here with you, you know that, don't you?" 


Eddie nodded his head. "I know. But | don't think | can watch my ex husband be happy with someone who isn't 


me. 


"You'll find happiness again someday." Mike promised him. The two parted from the hug, and Eddie once again 
wiped the tears from his eyes. 


"Well, go ahead. Sign it, so you can officially be free." Eddie said, faking a smile. 


Mike bit his lip, and began to sign his name on the paper. Eddie watched him, trying to accept the fact that 
their life together was over, but it hurt like hell. 


"Thank you, Eddie." Mike whispered. He gave Eddie a pat on the shoulder before he got out of his seat. The two 
said their goodbyes, and Mike left, leaving Eddie sitting alone. 


Chapter Fourteen 


"IFs final.” Mike whispered. His arms wrapped around Stone's neck. Blue eyes stared into green ones. 
"What's final?" Stone asked. 


"The marriage. Me and Eddie are getting a divorce. He already signed the papers. l'm free, Stone, and | can 


finally be all yours now’ 

"Wait, where did you find Eddie?" Stone asked "He didn't hurt you or anything, did he?" 

Mike shook his head. "No, no, nothing like that. It's a long story, but don't worry. He didn't lay a hand on me" 
Stone smiled. "Alright. Good. So, you're finally all mine now, huh?" 

Mike pecked Stone on the lips. "All yours" 


Stone couldn't help but to laugh, just from the amount of joy that Mike had brought to him. Picking Mike up, 


Stone swung him around in his arms, gently landing him back down on his feet. 
"You don't know how happy you just made me." Stone said; a smile upon his face. 


"I just... | kinda want to take things slow. | mean, you know, | don't want to get married. Well, yet. | just need a 


little time." Mike explained. 


Stone understood Even though he didn't even propose, Mike was going to go ahead and explain to him he wasn't 
ready to get involved in another marriage just yet. And Stone completely understood. 


| kind of figured that," Stone said. "I don't want to pressure you into getting married again so soon" 
Mike smiled. "Thank you, Stone. Since uh, Jeff is gone.. How about me and you head up to the bedroom?" 
Stone laughed. "For a bubblebath, right?" 

Mike smiled, and once again placed another quick kiss on Stone's lips. "Of course." 

FFE KKE FKE 

"So you left him?" Chris asked. Eddie shrugged, and took a drag from his cigarette. 


"Yeah, we're divorcing. Guess he deserves someone better anyway, right?" 


Chris shrugged, and put out his half smoked cigarette. He sat it in the ashtray for later. Turning around, he 


was now facing Eddie. 


"Well, face it, you are kind of a piece of shit” Chris said, being quite blunt about it. Eddie wanted to grit his 
teeth, but instead, he just stared down at the floor he was sitting on 


"You've been sneaking around with me for the past.. What is it.. months? Years? I've lost count." 
"Fuck off." Eddie muttered. 


"Here." Chris said, tossing Eddie a small bag of pills that Chris had already smashed up himself. But Eddie shook 
his head. 


"| don't want them anymore." 

"Oh really? What makes you change your mind?" Chris asked. 

"Because l'm tired of sitting around doing this shit, Chris! | don't fucking want them anymore! I've told you, and 
told you that | want help, and you still keep offering them to mel" Eddie shouted. He didn't really mean to, but 


half of him was wanting those pills more than anything, yet there was still this part of him that was strong 
enough to push them away. 


"You want help? What help do you want, Eddie? There is no help. You're hooked on it, and you couldn't live 
without it if you tried No matter how much help you get, you're still going to crave them, because you're an 
addict, and you brought this upon yourself. You'll never get off these." Chris spat at him. 

"Fuck you, Chris." 

"No, Eddie, fuck you. You've already gone and fucked yourself up. You've lost everything you've ever wanted. 
You sat around and let your husband leave you, because you're a low down piece of shit. But then again.. | 


guess you just couldn't get enough of me, huh?" 


Chris was now standing over Eddie. Kneeling down, Chris grabbed Eddie by the shirt, pulled him close, and gave 
him a deep, hard kiss. 


He caught Eddie by surprise, but once Eddie realized what was happening, he couldn't find himself to kiss back. 
Instead, he pushed Chris away, and pulled his body from the floor. 


"IIl be back later." Eddie mumbled. 


Chris watched as Eddie threw a jacket on and left, quietly shutting the door behind him. And one thing Chris 
noticed was that the bag he had given to Eddie was gone. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Eddie found himself on the streets, stumbling around. He was only a bit intoxicated, but he didn't know where 
to go. He didn't want to go back to Chris, he didn't want to go home, he didn't really want to go anywhere. 


Mike was on his mind, just almost as usual. Eddie's heart felt as if it was so broken it couldn't break into 
another piece. His mind ran wild with thoughts of Mike. Some good, some bad, but mostly the good. 


He missed seeing Mike's eyes brighten up every time he would say those three little simple words, "I love you." 


He missed that big, bright smile on Mike's face at the littlest things Eddie would do to try to make him happy. 


But then they were the bad things. The tears in Mike's eyes, the bruises on his pale skin, the hurt in his voice. 
Eddie's heart sank in his chest. 


Eddie would give anything to turn back time. For Mike to be his again, so he could make things right. Back when 
Mike was happy. Way before the first punch had been thrown. Before Mike had found someone else. Before 


Mike had fallen in love again with a man that Eddie would never be as good as. 


Soon, Eddie felt warm tears running down his cheeks. He didn't bother to wipe them. He just let it go. He allowed 
himself to cry, to sob, and to curse at himself. 


"Fuck Mike, fuck Stone, fuck everything." Eddie mumbled, finally wiping the tears off his cheeks, even though 


there was more to come. Especially when memories of Mike flowed through his head. 


* 


"| love you so much, Eddie. | can't wait to spend the rest of my life with you." Mike whispered. 


Eddie's arm was wrapped tightly around his boyfriend, while Mike's head laid against his chest, listening to 
Eddie's soft heartbeat. It was late into the night, which was a school night for Mike, yet neither of them 


seemed to care. Mike would be graduating in only a few days anyway. 


‘| love you, too," Eddie whispered back to him. He placed a kiss on top of Mike's head, and held him a little 


closer, savoring his warmth. "You remember what | promised you, don't you?" 


"Of course. That you'll always love me, and that someday I'll be able to call you my husband" Mike said, looking 


at the promise ring on his finger. 
"That's right, baby. Come on, you should get some sleep now. You have school tomorrow." Eddie said. After 
what seemed like twenty minutes of playfully arguing over Mike going to sleep, he finally agreed. 


* 


More and more, memories came to Eddie of Mike. The first day they met, their first date, their first kiss, 


everything. It all became too much for Eddie. He was almost gasping for air. 
| want to die. | want to fucking die." Eddie sobbed, closing his eyes shut. 


He now found himself standing on a bridge, just below him was a river. A deep, deep river that he could sink in, 


and maybe no one would ever find him, at least that was what he was thinking. 
He listened close, listening to the sound of the water rushing downstream. 
Just let go. Just jump. 

No more pain No more loneliness. No more Mike. 

Mike. 


Eddie opened his eyes, looking straight down at the water beneath him. He was so high up, yet he didn't feel 
scared. He didn't feel anything. He wanted to jump. 


But he didn't. With a gasp, he fell backwards, landing hard on the bridge. His breathing was hard and fast as he 


realized just how close he was to ending his life. 


"Fucking hell" Eddie sighed He just laid there. He felt almost stuck. And for hours and hours, he just laid there, 
staring up at the sky, and quietly crying to himself. 


K K KK 

"Stone." Mike sighed, turning over on his side to face him. Stone opened his eyes. 
"Hm? What's wrong, baby?" 

"Something feels.. off. 'm not sure, but | can't sleep." 


"lm sure it's nothing. You're just having a hard time falling asleep." Stone said, throwing his arm around Mike 


and pulling him close. 


Mike nuzzled his nose into Stone's warm chest. He inhaled deep, enjoying Stone's scent. He always had this 


warm, sweet smell to him. 
"You feeling okay?" Stone asked. Mike nodded. 
"Yeah, I'm fine. Like you said, I'm probably just restless. I'll just count some sheep until | fall asleep." 


Stone chuckled, and placed a kiss on top of Mike's head. "Alright. Goodnight." 


"Goodnight." Mike whispered. He closed his eyes, and tried to find sleep. But he could've stop the dreadful feeling 
he had. 


Chapter Sixteen 


Author's Notes: 
Last chapter, guys. 


It had been years now. With Eddie, the pain had never left. From time to time, he would find himself thinking of 
Mike, wondering what he was doing, and how he was doing. Of course, Eddie knew he didn't have to worry about 
Mike. He knew Stone treated him well and kept him happy. 


It didn't hurt all the time anymore. Time was slowly healing him. 


Years, and Eddie had finally gotten help for his drug addiction. Chris was right, though. You never really get 
over the addiction. Sometimes, Eddie would crave just a taste of the drug, but he stayed strong. 


Years later, and Mike was still with Stone. The man he knew he was really meant to be with. The two were 
finally married now, and lived on their own in a small house in Seattle. Small, but big enough for the two of 


them. 


It was December now. The weather was cold, and the grounds were covered by inches of snow. Mike and Stone 


stayed inside under the warmth. They laid on the couch, Mike on top of Stone, with a blanket covering them 
"| want a baby" Mike said It was something that seemed to be on his mind a lot lately. 

He had always wanted a family, ever since he could remember. The little thoughts of him and Stone being a 
dad sent a smile to his face. Of course, it was a lot of responsibility, but he knew he could handle it with 
Stone's help. 

"A baby?" 

Mike nodded his head. "Yeah. A little baby girl. What do you think?" 

Stone twisted a piece of Mike's hair around his finger. "I think that that may just be a good idea’ 

Mike softly smiled. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah, you'd be a pretty cute mom" Stone teased 


"Which do you want though? Boy or girl?" 


Stone shrugged. "Doesn't matter to me. Whichever you want, it'll be fine with me." 


A year later, and Mike had gotten what he wanted. Together, him and Stone had adopted a beautiful, little girl 
who was only one month old. Being a parent was tougher than Mike thought, but he wouldn't dare trade it for 
anything. 


Away from that, Eddie had heard the news of Mike and Stone adopting a baby together. It was something Eddie 
and Mike had planned, until everything fell apart with their marriage. 


Eddie found himself sitting on the couch, watching some pointless television show when there was a soft 
pecking at the door. Eddie pulled himself off the couch, and opened the door to see Chris standing on the other 
side. 

"Long time no see, huh?" Chris greeted. 

"Yeah, guess so" Eddie said quietly. It had been years since the last time Eddie saw Chris. 

| heard you was getting help," Chris said, "and | am, too." 

"You are?" Eddie asked, a little surprised 

Chris chuckled. "Yeah, uh, | am. How've you been?" 

"Ive.. had my ups and downs. How're you?" 


Chris shrugged. "I'm alright. | just.. I've missed you." 


Before Eddie could give a reply, Chris grabbed him and pulled him close; pulling him into a kiss. A kiss the two 
hadn't shared together in so long. It had caught Eddie by surprise. 


‘| love you," Chris simply said when he broke the kiss. "And | want to give us a try. Would you though, Eddie? 
Would you take another shot at love with me?" 


Eddie bit his lip. He didn't even need time to think about the question. He just softly nodded his head, giving 


Chris a silent yes. 

"Really? You're not still hung up on Mike?" 

"He's moved on. He's happy now. So, | might as wells move on and be happy, too, right?" 
Chris smiled. "Yeah, you should." 


"Can you make me happy? Can you heal me?" Eddie asked softly. Chris kissed the top of his head. 


"I will, Eddie. Ill do anything to make you happy." Chris promised. Eddie smiled; a soft smile. 


"Then, | suppose it's time for a new chapter in life." Eddie whispered. Yet, he felt that the best chapters had 


already been read. 


The End 


